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CHAPTER XI.—CONTINUED

She stayed here motionless, gazing
blindly at the sea—and then walked
back to Dalkey where she got some
tea, as she felt very thirsty, but she
could eat nothing. And so Mary |
Carmichael spent the hours of her

Easter morning. No Holy Com-
munion, no Mass, no prayers—
spiritually she was dead.« She

knew it herself, and it did not seem
to affect her in the least. Dr.
Delaney had been her type of a
perfect Catholic, and he had acted
as no man with a spark of honor or
chivalry could act, he had left her
broken and desolate—and yet he
was considered by all who knew
him to be a deeply religious man.
Of what value was such religion
then when one who professed it
could act so? And again she had
given up all intercourse with him
during Lent as a penance, a volun-
tary act of self.denial to show her
love and gratitude to God. And
what was the result? This—this
overwhelming blow, this desolation
of bydy and soul. God had flung
her gift back in her face and would
have none of it—to Mary He seemed \
tosay: '‘ You offered Me a_ paltry
gix weeks of self denial—I don't
want it ; but I will make your whole
life now one long misery !”

*“ Religion!” said Mary
chael, in bitterness of
prayers, fasting, self-denial!
shadows—shibboleths—lies !”’

After she had finished her tea she
walked to Kingstown, and sat on
the rocks by the Pier, gazing out
across the Irish sea with hard,
miserable eyes, that saw nothing of
the beauty around her. She was
not conscious of feeling tired for
walking seemed to ease her mind in
sofne degree, and just as people in |
physical pain often find relief in |
such exercise, so now she found it
of help to her in her mental distress.
About six o'clock she left Kings- |
town and started to walk back to
town, but at Blackrock she became |

Carmi-
spirit,
All

|
|

suddenly conscious of her sore and | her glance wandered

blistered feet, and entered a passing

fashion. A stylish hat crowned an
elaborate golden coiffure, and the
face beneath the veil
one of milk and 1 The
bit of fuss she made as she entared
the car and took her seat, glancing
around her in a self-conscious way
as she did so, attracted Mary's
attention as she gazed at her idly.

ses

sideways out of the window, and
Mary noticed the perfect network
of wrinkles—espe

part of the face and neck—which
were then revealed.

In spite of herself Mary con-
tinued to look more closeiy at her

and the longer she looked, the older
and older the lady. seemed to
become. The hair was palpable
wig, the ‘‘ milk and roses”’
a good corset. It was not that she
was merely middle aged and
endeavouring to take a few years

from her age. No, the woman was
really old.
“Sixty at least,”” Mary found

herself thinking.

of a woman—a grotesque figure—
and yet oddly pathetic. One
evidently who had missed all that
she most desired in life and now
when one would think that life for
her was practically over and done
with—she was still clinging to it,
and trying pitifully to cheat the
years that had passed over her
head.

To Mary Carmichael, gazing at
her with miserable eyes, she seemed
like some horrid nightmare of
which she could not rid herself—a
veritable death’s head, fashionably
dressed, and sitting in mockery
grinning at her across the tram

And into Mary’s poor tortured
brain came the guestioning
_thought :—

that lie before me

that such
How the other

was at the moment
should come to her.
Mary Carmi
same Mary—would have
the bare notion of such

el —the

scoffed at

in pity, half in amusement,
that any woman could make such &
caricature of '} and ther
would probably have

1erself,

3ut the
tortured,

Mary

wretchec

matter.

h
ne

the
today —t I
woman who had just

opposite and could only shudder ir

too into such another Ppicture.

throwing ‘‘ the glad eye’ even a

tripped down the steps.

entered the hall of a large tenemen

tram. As the evening was getting |
chilly she went inside. The ecar
was fairly crowded, but Mary |
noticed none of the passengers
except one lady who got in at
Merrion. At first Mary only
observed a slight and apparently

girlish figure attired in the latest |

seemed to lu'i
little |

Just then the lady turned and looked |

in the lower |

ename] |
and rouge, and the figure pads and |

She was indeced a very caricature’|

“ Will'I be like her in the years to
come? the bare, long, lonely years
Will I getolder

; and older, and will 1 try and
pretend all the time that I'm still
young ? Will I int and powde
and wear somebody else’s hair?
Oh! [ wonder will 17"

It showed how distorted her mind
ideas |

cheerful,

a thing!
That other Mary would have looked
at the poor creature opposite half

sighed |

shrugged her
shoulders and thought no more of
of

|

found all her |
world tumbling down like a house |
of cards—that Mary could see only |
the tragedy of that unreal figure

fear lest the future would turn her
The
lady got out at Merrion Square— |
the amused conductor as she daintly

Mary went on to the Pillar, and
then walked to Dorset Street and

house of the decent sort. She went

up the stairs and knocked at a door

on the “drawing-room’’ landing

which was opened almost immedi-

ately by a stout motherly woman

of about fifty, whose good-natured |
face lighted up on seeing who was |
her visitor.

““ Why, its Miss Mary!"’ she
cried. ‘'‘Come in, Miss, dear. This |
is a pleasure to see you—and on
Easter Sunday, too. Mary followed
her silently into the large bright
living room. It was like most of
the rooms one finds in the superior
tenement class house. Tne boards
were bare, but scrubbed very white;
there was a dresser piled with
delph, a cabinet piled with orna-
ments, a sofa, a couple of arm
chairs, several kitchen ones and
two little stools, and plenty of
pictures mostly of religious or polit-
ical subjects. A large fire was
burning in the bright range and the
table was set for tea. A man a few
years the senior of the woman was
gitting smoking, but on seeing Mary
he took his pipe out of his mouth
and rose to his feet. A baby—the
woman’s grandchild—was asleep in
a cradle near the fire, and every
detail of that poor room spelt the
Wnrd—lltmu b

“Mark !”" cried Kate Cassidy,
“here’s Miss Mary come to seeus !"’
and she drew forward onc of the
armchairs. Then she seemed /to
notice Mary for the first time, her
silence had puzzled her and she
glanced at the girl’s face. It was
tired and haggard looking—years
older, too, than the Mary who had
gat in this room talking so gaily to
her a few weeks ago—her visitor of
tonight looked like a woman of forty
or more.

Kate Cassidy had been Mary’s
purse in the old days when James
Carmichael and his pretty young
wife had been alive, and she gazed
now at the girl in pitiful dismay.

““Oh ! Miss Mary, dear ! what is |
Sure it's worn out and ill you |

it ?
must be! Sit down, darling ; sit
down and rest yourself.”

Mary looked up at the good
motherly face bending over her, at
the work-worn hands resting so
tenderly on her shoulder, and then
round the
poor familiar room, at the cheerful

tea table, at the man standing in
| the awkward manner of men
when they feel they are not wanted
—at the baby sleeping in its eradle.

Sne looked at all first with hard un-
| seeing eyes full of pain and misery
|and then suddenly her frozen
heart seemed to thaw, and she was
only conscious of a terrible tired-
ness—of an aching heart hunger—
of a great longing for sympathy,
and she turned quickly and hid her
| face on the broad bosom where she
had lain so often as a child.

Oh ! yes—yes! Kate ! she said
brokenly, ‘'l am tired—so tired !
Let me t here—oh ! don’t send
me away ! I'm so lo and tired !
—tired of everything
| And so enfolded in Kate's strong

last gave way to
and although her
sobs were bitt at first, vet after
a while the tea wed easily until
they fell like rain on her parched
heart, and so gave her relief.
Exhausted at last she lean
in her chair, only

arms, Mary
nature's grief,

r

e

10

| back
ng sigh

1d the

akcaping her now n—like a
tired child that sobs in its sleep.

Kate Cassidy, with rare tact,
| asked no questions as to what had
| upset her, but only inquired if she
had been on duty that day, and if
| she had had her dioner, for the
| woman saw that Mary was really
worn out.

“On duty?” repeated Mary
dully, ‘“‘no, Kate, this was my Sun-

day off. I—spent the day at Dalkey
and Kingstown. I think—yes, [ had
a cup of tea at Dalkey—about half-
past one I believe.

“And now its near eight!”’ ex-
claimed Kate; ‘‘well Miss Mary
dear, 'tis no wonder you're tired
out !”’

She boiled the kettle and made
the tea ; she cut bread and butter
and thin slices of boiled ham, and
gently, tenderly, like a mother
feeding her child, so she fed this
nureling of hers. At first Mary
thought, that every mouthful would
choke her, but presently
asserted itself, and she found her-

| the better for it.

Nature |

self eating and drinking and feeling

house. On Easter Monday she had
been unable to leave her bed, tired
out in body and mind, and so physi-
cally weak that it was an effort
almost to lift her hand,

Daisy Ray and Nurse Seeley had
called to see her early that day and
were shocked at her appearance.
They could hardly maintain their
gelf-control hefore her, and both
were glad to shorten their visit, for
the sight of ‘“‘dear old Mae' once
the life and soul of the Nurses’

Home, now go weary and haggard |

stricken look
completely

with that dreadful
upon her face almost
unnerved them.

They reported to the Matron—for
she was not one in whom they could
confidle or who would sympathise
with any of her nurses sick or well
that Nurse Carmichael seemed very
run-down and tired, and Miss
McFarland—who had no use for a
nurse who couldn’t work and work
and work hard—at once advised that
Mary should apply for a holiday and
return to her duties afterwards,
when she felt quite well again.

S)» Mary was put off duty pro
tem., with directions to report her-
self at the office of the Nursing
Committee, when she would prob-
ably be granted a few weeks’ leave
of absence, and in a few days Mary
called to see the Superintendent
and applied rot only for temporary
sick leave, but also for a transfer to
a country district.

Miss Malcolm glanced keenly at
her through her glasses. ‘‘You
want a transfer to the country,
Nurse ?"’ she said in surprised tones,
“but I always understood that you

had a great objection to country |

and especially would she re 11\"‘.=|'vnyllng hard for guidance—only
over and over again, the night they | tonight I finished a novena to Our |
had seen the ‘' Little King of | Lady. But I have received no |
Rome " on the film, and ** Faust.'’ at | answer—and 1 can’t help liking |
the Gaiety. The music of Goethe’'s | Walter Adams. He is very fond of |
masterpiece would ring in her ears | me.” {
until she would sit up in the hwl.‘ “ Thank God,” said her mmli
and in desperation put her hands | feebly,*'‘ you have not committed
over her ears though the sound was | yourself yet. Promise me that you |
material and she could thus shut it | will not marry him,” she added
out, and in doing so also stiffie the | sternly, ‘ |
memories that were seared on her| ‘I can’t promise you that,” said |
brain in red hot letters—never to | the girl, a touch of defiance in her
be erased in this life. And all that | voice—"* but I will promise to try
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| the honeymoon was over. know

Walter Adams better than you do.

I have been studying him for some
had ‘ time. He dislikes Catholics—he

has a contempt for all religion and
is #n atheist at heart.”

““You are hard on him, Aunt
| Sarah,” said the girl, twirling the
beautiful ring round and round on
her finger,

*“1f you marry him [ shall never
forgive you,’’ said her aunt, as she
rose and walked unsteadily towards
the door. *‘I shall disinherit you. |
No money of mine shall go to

Walter Adams.”

had not seen her or even heard
about her. Inquiries at St. Colum-
| ba’s and at Kate Cassidy’s proved
futile, no one knew where she
gone, or where she was staying.

Then one evening Bride an-
nounced, while taking her seat— |
late as usual—at the tea table.

‘““Oh, by the way, 1 saw Mary
Carmichael today.”

‘“Where? When? How is she?
What did she gsay 7 Why didn’t she
come to see us?”’

A perfect tornado of questfons
poured forth upon her, for’ the
whole family was present, Bride |

: - sveller”” A®™E. Knox I'. Louls M
time Mary never prayed, never [ to make him a Catholic. Others Jeweller E. L Middleton Goorge l(m;:l:m"
\‘n’lj'l't'd, 0 r'hun"h: | hx.:”v'«- done the same, why shouldn't Cable Addrem : “¥oy-
The Blakes were greatly troubled | I 7 Telephones { Main 461
about her, for ten days now they ** His Catholicity would last until QUALITY Offloes ; ( .,,m,,,.,,l,'} T.’,' ,'."'
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shrugged her shoulders. Of all the
Blakes she was the only cne who
had not worried over Mary at this

*“ Not another word !’ cried her
niece with flashing eyes. ‘' I don't
want your old money. It has hurt

|
time, such a ** case”” was not inter- | me more to think that you believe
| esting from Bride's standpoint.|that I care only for your money
| Had Mary been in want or rags. & | than all you have said about |
| drunkard, a thief, or a girl of the | Walter.” l
‘lslru\ts——ur even a rvspv("‘uhlv | Her aunt only looked at her sor- |
‘muthvr attending her Baby Club, | rowfully ani passed out of [h.)1

then all Bride's sympathies would
her behalf, |

room.

have been enlisted in For an instant the girl felt an

districts, that you preferred the | but as it was, she considered that | impulse to run after her and beg |
city in every way. 1Is this on|her brothers and sisters were mak- | for forgiveness. Then, suddenly, |
account of your health ?"’ | ing too much fuss over this friend | her mood changed. She again be- !

Her sharp eyes were scrutinising | of theirs. | came hot and resentful. A girl
Mary all the time, thinking hnwI “I'm sorry to say that I can | ghould brook no interference in her
really ill she looked, and wondering, | answer none of your questions,” | choice of a husband. It was her
| but too tactful to question—what | she said. *‘ 1 was hurrying after | business, not Aunt Sarah’s True

really was the

staff.

| Meanwhile Mary was fighting
| hard for composure; she was
|

mind that it took all the will-power

of which she was possessed to keey
| her from breaking down completely
| “Not altogether on account
my health, Miss Maleolm,”’

she

faltered; ‘*but I—I think the country

—the change would help me. Oh

matter with this
nurse, one of the very best on her |

frightfully nervous—why she hard-
| ly knew—and so weak in body and

of

Mrs. Doyle, of whom 1 had just
caught sight—that woman is really
enough to dishearten anyone, prom-
ising to attend the Club regularly
| and then———"'

her aunt had been very good to her
—she had'taken the place of her
mother, who had died young—but
this was too much to expect from

| her! The opals and diamonds on

| **Oh, blow Mrs. Doyle,” inter-|her finger flashed radiantly, and

| posed Pat, *‘ get on Bride, do, and | Peggy, whispering to herself,

| tell us about Mary.’ won't give you up,”’ pressed the
y| Bride stiffened at once. She was | ring to her red lips. Whether the

| always a little difficult to get on|caress was for the beautiful gems
with, as the others knew, and Mary
Blake now interposed gently.

‘*‘ Please, Bride, we are 8o anxious

—tell us all you can.”

or whether it expressed something
deeper it would be
Anyhow, Peggy,
ing

2

hard to tell.
instead of follow-

her aunt put on her hat and

please Miss Malcolm, let me go, and “ Well, really, as I said, there is | coat and rushed out of the he ‘
soon.”’ 2 “"'hinll to tell I was hurrying As she cros8ed the street she saw
Miss Malcolm was a wise woman | after Mra. Doyle, and turning a|afamiliar figure advancing towards
and recognized that this wasno time | corner I came face to face with | her. ** Hello, Elizabeth,” she cried
for argument. Mary -Carmichael. She was walk- | delightedly, ** I am so glad to meet
“Very well, Nurse,” she said |ing quickly and looking straight in  you. I have a fit of the blues and
quietly ; “‘there is a district vacant | front of her, but with the gueerest }lm are the right one to help me
in the south-west—in Co. Clare. | expression, just as if she saw t rid of them. Let us go for a
Will you take that 7"’ nothing. She didn’t even see me, e
“Oh, yes, Miss Malcolm—any- | walked past me quite oblivious of ‘*Don’t you remember,”” said hex
where,” was the reply, pitiful in | my presence Really, she might | friend ** that this is Sodality night ?
its very eagern have been walki her sleep for { | was just coming round for you.
And so ms: vere settled, and ' any notice sl k of her surround- | You were not at our last two meet
Mary Carmichael ft the office 1§ N back-sliding allowed,
with three weeks’ sick leave granted yvou stopped her You | ghe { gaily, ** so come along.”’
to her, at the expiration of which her, I a blue mood tonight,
time she was to report h f Fom who spoke, and t answered Peggy. ‘' My aunt anc
again and arrange finally for of his voice made Bri have had a scene—and all about
transfer to the Co. Clare district. k at him rather cur n She scolded me and threat-
She told Kate Cassidy languidly " she paused.
about these rrapgements while P he eated, col 1 poor dear,”” said her
that good w in s fussing | ly; " no, ce I had my ! friend, ** I pity you from my heart
around her w a and toast. work to do had stopped But I a'so pity Aunt Sarah,” she
'm to leave you too; | then Mrs. Doy \ added, a spice of mischief in her
1; and as her old *“Oh, das y ey ‘You know you ha a
) exclamation of dis- | claimed ¢ us said | temper, Peggy. I wish I had some
may. she we on— something in Iri one to love me as much as Aunt
es, I know, Katie—and you | relieve his fee 3 Sarah loves vou,”’ she went on wis
have been a perfect dear to me— | mere Saxon t 1 fully. ‘ Come on to the meeting
what I should have done without | Pat was restricted. and forget your worries. Father
you 1 don’t know—I daren’t think IO BE CONT Tom is to speak tonight. You
of it. But now—well, somehow I know you love to hear him.”’
have a wish to go out Ranelagh " T ** Very well,”” acquiesced Peggy.
way. I know a decent old soul— AN AWAKENING I do like to listen to Father Tom.
she was a patient of mine once, with | - When did he come back from
| a rlbl{n] to let, and I'm going to | By Shiela Mahon in Rosary Magazine Rome 7"’
‘ take it for the three weeks.” |  ““I don’t like hi Pegev., and 1 ‘“Only arrived last night. I'm
| *‘God save us, Miss Mary, dear,” | ,oop b ke atm, - eERYy, ANC 1) sure we are in for a treat, so, let
said Kate, ‘“and what would you | b 'n‘t‘ “hm\v h'"“_ :".’{“”1“ ¥ the us hurry.” 1
do the likes of that for? And | lt-).“l,l?(l' ] ,"i“"” ‘,\m_}“ '\h”_'“m”f n”l,(]. When the two girls reached the
{ what about your friends, the | ,',“l[ ,”;'-\_“, ;‘t"',,n d?,s ; ‘ml“ “_‘h'f Sodality hall they found it ecrowded
Blakes? Sure they would be in a | 'n‘-“.’_'“‘d ic protest to her Ppretty| giih an expectant throng. Father
queer pucker if they knew you | “.fi' jon’t Hike R ghe : Tom O'Kelly, the spiritual director
were in strange lodging, and them ‘ i T l,”,) ¢ _" S MIGE s r‘.'lturt of the Children of Mary, was a
with their house always open to |2:¢¢ 1D ,“'; exasperated s ds_’»"‘l great favorite and had been much
you a8 you know well.” Brsianis ool reply but stpod twirl- missed while away on his vacation
| ““Oh, yes, Kate—I know Tall| mﬁ ,"}.l,‘us;). l.‘;'{t.;\""{n, aet \i'm"y‘“.r% When he arrived there was a
| that,”” said the other, with the new | 1t vhe' 8 ewitencd you.  tou Are | o eneral expression of pleasure from
note of utter weariness and indiffer- | )n!) '&» sunn(‘)p_lln "-m{‘.\ =k U n.ut the members of the Sodality, and
ence in her voice, to which Kate | m.n.k s ey \-tl!: ot B when he arose to speak you could
| was now becoming accustomed. Illl‘~”,] ‘(.7:1 I.’.I:Q‘! 1,::“: I}T{' l\.(r;{l‘;.ﬂ1;:'1)1“['_ have haard a pin drop. He started
“" wr al + P oroll = . 2 . o 1 * 1
I know all that, but [-—v,\m&; mother were living it would break ijl'\v ,“.l”.nkxg,“"‘.m POIS """“"“"“tl
Bl herheatt. Tall in | things about his fravels and had

I'm going to Ranelagh, and that’
all!”

me you are not

' her voice took a pleading many humorous

them laughing at

| earnest

LUNNEY & LANNAN

BARRISTERS, SOLIOCITORS, NOTARIKS
H arry W. Lunney, B.A,, B.O.L.,,
Alphonsus Lannan, LL. B,

CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. MCELDERRY

BARRISTER. SOLICITOR

F. E. LUKE

OPTOMETRIST |

AND OPTICIAN ‘
187 - YONGE ST. TORONTOG

(Upstairs Opp. Sitapson's)

Eyes Examined and Glass Eyes Fitted

NOTARY PUBLIC

| DRUGS
{ PERFUMES

CONVEYANCER

y Loan Telephone 1081
HERALD BLDG ROOM 24

GUELFH, ONT.

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO | Mouey

PHONE MAIN 4030

~Hennessey

“Bomething More Than a Drug buore”

CUT FLOWERS
CANDIES |

Order by Phono — we deliver

YMYER
CHURCH

R, J teilly, B. A. J. A B

&
O'REILLY & GRACE
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, ETC.
JACKSON BLDG

OTTAWA, ONT.
‘ i

Resic
UNLIXE OTHER BRLLS
SWEETER, MORE DUB |

A

Grace,

lence Park 1395, Cable Address “Leodon
N

“« g
Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins

Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Eto.

W Main 1

| At ten o'clock: she was in bed in | Anr} 3he \\'«'r}t——x\'nhunt a word to | tone and that it is only a passing incidents. As he proceeded, his
| one of the little rooms off the living :\bx‘w (w‘h1'v“f\‘ low-nurses, or to the | fanoy.” . " | eyes se« mm‘.' to vn-st on Pe gLey. ']_'n-v
| room—in.bed and asleep—the sleep | i akes, it ]lr‘d“'fi' to anyone she | "W\ 4o pove than a passing girl felt as if she alone were being
of utter exhaustion, physical and 1 QLo 'i not even leave her | ¢onov”” said Peggy stubbornly |2ddressed. She tried to divest her-
rentitl. €53 vith Kate *“'You have been so hard on Walter | Self of this curious feeling. Father
Then Kate Cassidy, wiping her ““The nurses would enly be| that it has made me just that much F'om and she \\-ly‘-wixi friends. He

| eves with her apron, went down- bothering you for it,"”” -she said.|more interested in him. There is nown her from babyhood. But
| stairs to find her “‘old man,” who and | want to be left in peace. | nothing agains: him but his religion ht he seemed to be reading her |

| had taken refuge with neighbors In peace! alas ! poor heart, peace | and I can soon remedy that. He is | VT thoughts.

in the “parlor” below. She drew s far from her yet. In after | erazy about me and would do any As he passed from one incident to

| him outside and spoke. ear Mary Carmichael used to|thing to please me. Besides, he is | @nother, his fine old face grew sud-
*“I don’t know what's happened | look back with a sort of dull won- | so generous. Look what he sent |denly sad as he said, slowly I

| the child, Mark,” she said brokenly; | der at those days she spent by her- | me this morning She held up \a | have a message for each and every
| “some big row it must be to If in Ranelagh. Wonder that she | siim hand, displaving a magnificent | One of you. Iam going to tell you
| have crushed all the life out of Miss | ever lived through them—or that in | ring set with diamonds and ope [now of an incident that made a
if\lm‘y. and she so gay always.” living she did not lose her reason. Her aunt gave a faint screar great impression on me, as it will
| ““No, she’s not going back to the | At times she very nearly did so, and | she starcd at the ring. Then she | oD all of you gir!s when I relate it

A | Home tonight—she’s not able to |then, when she was feeling really | eried out : For God’s sake, don't | —&v incident that I shall’never for

) | walk that chort distance itself, and | desperate she would go out and | tell me that you are engage | get. It happened in England, jus
anyway she wants to stay here. | walk — walk — walk. She would {him! You will sead bac before I sailed for hon As [ was
So do you go up to the Home and | sometimes leave the house about | You won't keep it?'" she | traveling fromlondon to Liverpool
see the Matron or one of the nurses, | five or s o’clock and walk the There were tears in her | 2t one of thestations a bridal party

1| and say that Miss Carmichael is not | roads and streets around until ten es. ame in. Traces of rice told the
well, and is staying with me for | or eleven, trying to tire herself out ‘1 have not yet given him an|tale even to my unobservant eyes
the night. so much that she might sleep at | answer,”” said her niece coldly. ‘' 1 The bride Was a lovely young ginl,
And so Mary Carmichael passed | night. Invain. Tired in body she | am to s2e him tomorrox mogning | the groom a fine-looking young

the hours of that Easter Sunday | might be—aching in every muscle | and decide definitely. man. In- the same railroad carri

1| to which she had looked forward | —but her brain knew no respite— Aunt Sarah half-rose frcm her | age there was another priest—a
day after day during all the Lenten | ever active, ever working, it would | chair, then suddenly fell back. | stranger to me. A few stations

| time.

| g0 over and over again, the scenes

farther down the road he got out
As he left the car, the brilegroom

There

was a blue tinge about her

i
i
|
i
|
|

—_— | of a few months pas'. Like a ser- | pallid lips. Peggy, alarmed, ran to
t CHAPTER XII. ies of living pictures there would | her, erying: ‘“Oh Aunt Sarah, | turned to the bride and said : ‘Take
" UNSER WHicH EmG 1 | pass before her mental vision the plvu_:av forgive me! 1 was only|a last look at his kind Mollie. YQ“
: 3 | hours, she and Dr. Delaney had | teasing.” A soft cheek was pressed have married a Protéstant. No
Three days had passed since | spent together, their walks and | to Aunt Sarah’s ashy one. ‘‘I am | more mummery or priesteraft for
Easter Sunday, and Mary Car- | talks, the picture hous:a they had | a wicked girl, Auntie darling, 1|me? I had to marry you in a

t | michael was still at Kate Cassidy’

8

frequented together, the theatres ;

didn’t mean it. Really I have been | church, but that is the end of it.” "
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